90 The Tragedy (/Othello 

Def. I my Lord: 

Oth. If you bethinks your felfe of any crimr 3 
V nreconcil'd as yet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftraitc. 

Def Alas inyLord.what may you meant by that? 

Oth. Well doc ir,and be bricfc 3 I will walkc by, 

I would not kill thy ynprepared fpirit, 

No,heautn fore-feud, I would not kill thy foule*. 

Def Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I doc. 

Def Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. A men, with all my heart. 

Def. I f you fay fo; I hope you will not ki !J me. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then. 

When your eyes roulc fo J why I fhould feare,! know not, 
Since guiltinefle 1 know not, but yct.1 feelc I feare. 

Oth. Tliinkc on thy finnes. 

Defi They are loues I be arc to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def, That death’s vnnaturall,that kills for louitig*, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neathcr lip ? 

Some bloody pafljon (bakes youf very frame, . 

Thcfe are portents: but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Oth. Peace ,aud be Hill. 

Def l will, ( 0 , what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft t© Cafsio. 

Def No, by my life and feulc ? 

Send for the man and aske bim. 

Oth. Swccte foule take hecd,take heed ofperiury, , 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prefently : 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne, 

For to deny each article with oath/ 
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r.nnetremou^nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

Thatldsc gtoane withall : thou art to die. 

Vef. Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

with tbcb gcncrallvwrranty of h«ucn, 

I m eht loue : I neuer gaue him token. 

Oth By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 peviured woman, thou doeft Hone thy heart, 

\nd tnaktft mecall,what 1 intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifice, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

J)ef. He found it then, 

I aeuer gaue it him, fend for him hither, 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. Hehascotifeft. 

Def. What,myLord? ' 

Oth. Thar he hath yds death,. 

Def How,valawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is (lop’d, 

Honeft /<tg«hath tane order for‘t. 

Def My feare interprets then, — what is he dead ? 
Oth. Hadallhishairesbinliues, 

My great reuenge bad ftomaeke for 'em all. 
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Def. Alashcisbetraid,and Itndone. 

Oth. O (trumpet, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def O bannilh me, my Lord,but kill me not, 

Oih. Down* (trumpet. 

Def Kill me to morrow, let aseltue to night. 

Oth. Nay.anyonftriue. 

D«f Buthalfc an ln«urc,but while I fay one prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late* he ft > files her. 

Dtf. O Lord,Lord, Lord. pmilha calls ve thw. 

Em. My L owl, my Lord, what k©, my Lord, my Lord, 
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